Western Washington University

Western CEDAR
Klipsun Magazine

Western Student Publications

4-1987

Klipsun Magazine, 1987, Volume 18, Issue 04 - April
Jeff Keeling
Western Washington University

Follow this and additional works at: https://cedar.wwu.edu/klipsun_magazine
Part of the Higher Education Commons, and the Journalism Studies Commons

Recommended Citation
Keeling, Jeff, "Klipsun Magazine, 1987, Volume 18, Issue 04 - April" (1987). Klipsun Magazine. 94.
https://cedar.wwu.edu/klipsun_magazine/94

This Issue is brought to you for free and open access by the Western Student Publications at Western CEDAR. It
has been accepted for inclusion in Klipsun Magazine by an authorized administrator of Western CEDAR. For more
information, please contact westerncedar@wwu.edu.

KLIPS UN
^PRIL 1987
WMi

§fm»m
ltw»

'-pfM

S

mm.

■
■m

■«

mm

Wi
's
\
\

1^

■

L\

fafr IfJ
bl:
'x 1fc*®sa'*¥/
-^«5-l; ■ 'aX1
--'Xiaa;'

■I
m

»

'■XjX.v'

m:'r- »

4.. m

sW?

4 Ml
KW-

,V I

*" ■••;

aj' -'■¥-:

H

.w*:

,4«

^
‘B>^’*- w '
'' 1' »s *«it#'
V '%.

:'p*

MSM
i

m

- ?■« f

'.

■

•"'Sf_-

Mm

... ...... .
%• » '"'‘V-'^-^ar-". ,'B
- ■*^ v-'V; "Ai‘■^^«>' ’•^ ■ f’^^- *■*'/■•“♦«» *V < w

XI

.

.

a

if0mw 9 9.
.; (»-. ««,-a. .vC".'-'...'.,i'••<.•■ ■■/««

t■■*’*':-.-J..
*•'1 ij< t *' ^ j.^p‘ » j‘*-<-<-

V.

HiSfciH

'J*'

*-%dr

Sfc
- '

-*•r

♦a'X*
s*i„ia

-4-*

■#% :

sA:-i •«?•.;;
* ^

■A
‘£m

Jk>

^"' -1

&a*^■o|"S<*»j^ iSf*"*

ff I

.' *
ait*».ii^ ,_■

l«f¥*U

BMil

^

m

'-“Xn^'^XX
cX
*S«'A'’

STAFF
EDITOR
JEFF KEELING
ASSOCIATS EDITORS
LAURA TOWEY
KARIN STANTON
DESIGN EDITOR
JUDY A. AVERILL
PHOTO EDITOR
PETE KENDALL
TYPESETTER
LOR! ROBINSON
BUSINESS MANAGER
CATHY CARTER
ADVISER
PETE STEFFENS
Klipsun is a
Lummi Indian
word meaning
beautiful sunset.

\

2

APRIL 1987

STAFF
LYNN BALDWIN
BRIAN BEAN
MICHELLE GIEBEL
JOANNE FOSLER
JANE HENRY
JUNE FINLEY MAGUIRE
GLEN MARIANO
DAN TYLER
NEAL WARNICK

Klipsun magazine is
printed bytheWWU Print
ing Plant, published twice
quarterly out of College
Hall 137, Western Washing
ton University, Belling
ham, WA 98225, (206) 6763737. Klipsun is sup
ported by student fees and
is distributed free.

COVER PHOTOS BY DAN TYLER
STAFF PAGE PHOTO BY PETE KENDALL
CONTENTS PAGE PHOTO BY GLENN MARZANO
SPECIAL THANKS TO: David Einmo for dress-up.
Bob Embrey for the studio, Mike Gwynn for his blade
skills, Victor Leverett for costumes, N.S. Nokkentved
for Watson’s mug, Andy Perdue for laser technology,
Margaret Phelps for waves, Printshop Bill for
being patient, Dale Seachord for suns, and Vanna
for vowels.

This issue of Kiipsun is dedicated to
Gerson Miller.
APRIL 1987
VOLUME 18, NO. 4
COPYRIGHT 1987 BY KLIPSUN

' r

4

The Trick Thing

18

Scooters Invade, Like, Rad

6

Angel On His Shoulder
Success Is In The Cards
For Pictionary Inventor

Wave Hungry

20 Horsing Around

Surf’s Up In The Great Northwest

Longacres Before The Bell Sounds

10

Sea Shepherd
25 Editor’s Note

Environmentalist Takes On

Everybody Wants Some

The Establishment-His Way

Reading The Past

26 Gallery

Church Offers Psychic Healing
>
V/ /

/■

* /*

KLIPSUN 3

Story By Lynn Baldwin
Photo By Michelle Giebel
IF YOU’VE DONE MUCH WALKing around campus this school year,
you probably have become familiar
with a distinct sound. It begins like
|he buzz of an insect, growing to
^emble a chainsaw’s whine as it ap"roaches.
About the same time a brightly
painted two-wheeler half the size of
small motorcycle putts into view,
often commandeered by an equally
brightly clad student.
With names like "Spree” and "Elite,"
and sporting a variety of fashionable
colors, the new generation of motor
scooters has attracted a number of
fashion-conscious studerits willing to
fork out up to $2,000 to cruise to
class in style while saving gas money.
The scooter phenomenon is not
entirely new, however.
Shuffling through old photographs,
you may unearth a picture of mom or
dad in younger years riding along on
an odd-looking predecessor to today’s
streamlined scooter. It might have
been a Honda Cub 50. Or maybe an
Italian Imported Vespa. Or a Lambretta.
But that was In the ‘50s, and upon
reflection they looked weird.
Today, offspring of those archaic
ncestors are thick on Bellingham’s
streets. The scooter, most often piloted
by a student, has returned full force.
"We sell about 65 percent of the
scooters to students-high school and
college," Rob Brigge, salesperson at
Northwest Cycle, said. "It’s the trick
thing to have. If one person has it,
they ail have to have it."
Bill Thompson, salesperson at
Yamaha Northwest, agreed students
make up a large percentage of scooter
owners. He added the other group
most likely to buy scooters is retired
couples who use them for recreation.
"Older people, retired folks, put
them on their motor homes. They

4
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park their motor homes so they can
Collier’s rather than biker’s magazines,
run to the store or whatever. Maybe
and the scooters sold in hardware and
we sell more (to this age bracket) in
department stores instead of bike
Bellingham than other parts of the
shops.
country because there are a lot of
Those scooters’ engines were
retired people here," Thompson said.
similar In size and power to today’s,
With an average 90 miles per gal
lon, economy is one reason for the
scooters’ popularity.
‘It's good to toot
' "It beats the cost of driving any
thing else," Thompson said. Most stu
around in the sun, and
dents who own scooters purchased
them at least partly to save gas, but
they're popular. I like
they haven’t gained popularity solely
to stay with the fads.'
on their appeal to the frugal.
"We tried to sell motorcycles on
- Falk
^ their economy for years and it didn’t
work. Economy by itself doesn’t sellyou have to sell fun, too," Thompson
said.
And indeed, scooter advertisements
which range from 50 to 250cc. Ap
emanate "fun." Honda’s brochures tout
proximately 90 percent of the scooters
the scooter as the stylish youth’s path
sold are 50cc, Brigge said.
to vehicular nirvana. Splashed with
Anything larger than a 50cc re
bright yellow and swirled with hot
quires a motorcycle license. Depend
pink, the ads claim "Uptown.
"
ing on the motor size, scooters reach
Downtown. Honda Scooters and
speeds up to 55 mph. Most scooters
ondallne Accessories get you there
get about 90 miles per gallon, weigh
|n style."
between 90 and 340 pounds and range
Blondes in Reeboks, guys in
in price from $500 to $2,000.
glasses, even a business-woman pack
Scooters are so compact they seem
ing a pink flamingo into a carrying
to squeeze into any slice of space be
case flaunt their scooters. Ad
tween cars. On a weekday morning,
campaigns boast notables such as Jim
for example, one can see scores of
McMahon, Grace Jones and Adam
them tucked between bumpers on
Ant. Yamaha’s ads, too, portray the ^
Garden Street.
"good time" image, complete with
"You can stuff them anywhere and
m
after-school gang and pony-tailed
everywhere," Brigge said.
cheerleader.
On campus, however, the motor
"They’re definitely being pushed
cycle lots have become overstuffed
(in advertising) as the ‘in’ thing,"
with the mini-motorcycles, creating a
Brigge said.
problem. Scooters are motor vehicles,
Back when Mom and Dad were in
so owners have to buy motorcycle
the market for fun, Honda advertised
perrriits to park on campus.
its Cub 50 in a similar fashion. Happy
"Last fall there was a sudden in
jcollege students toting books breezed
| crease in the number of scooters and
|by on scooters under the slogan, 'You
;; we had to stop selling permits because
meet the nicest people on a Honda.
we ran out of room," Dorothy Telles,
The ads appeared in Life, Look and
parking manager, said. "I’m afraid the

■

problem will increase in the spring.
We’ve already enlarged two lots, and
we’re going to build another."
Some people have parked their
scooters near bicycle racks, but this is
a violation of safety code. Because
scooters use gasoline and are flam
mable, they must be kept away from
buildings. University Police Sargeant
John Browne said.
"They (scooter owners) want to
keep them safe by keeping them close
to the dorm, or whatever, but there
are other precautions they can take to
protect them," Browne said.
He suggested locking the scooter to
a nearby post and knowing licensing
and registration data in case the
scooter is stolen. (During winter
quarter, four scooters were stolen and
only one has been recovered.)
Susan Falk, a sophomore, pur
chased a Honda Elite 80 because she
planned to live off campus this year.
"It’s good to toot around in the sun,
and they’re popular," she said. "I like
to stay with the fads."
Faddish or not, scooters have not
always been kind to Falk, who has
been dumped by hers several times.
"I wasn’t sure where the controls
were, and gravel is a thing to watch
out for. Once I was on a hill and tried
to start it up with someone on the
back," she said. "I was trying to
balance it and be cool at the same
time."
It didn’t work, and she and her
passenger soon met the pavement. In
juries, fortunately, were minor.
To increase safety, scooters should
not be overloaded. The Honda Spree,
for example, has a maximum load ca
pacity of 180 pounds.
"You see people with little Sprees
trying to fit two people on it. One,
it’s a hazard because the vehicle may
not have the engine size and power to
deal with that, and two, it’s a viola
tion of the law," Browne said. A

scooter must have an additional set of
pegs for a passenger’s feet or It is il
legal to ride with a passenger.
The law requires anyone operating
a motor driven vehicle to wear eye
protection. Upon being cited, un
fortunate scooterites can expect a $47
fine.
Though not required by law, wear
ing a helmet also increases chances for
a safe trip. Brigge estimates 50 per
cent of scooter owners also purchase
helmets.
While the scooter can be made ; t
safer through precautions, no person

‘It’s the trick thing to
have. If one person
has it, they all have to
have it. ’
-Brigge

which is really dangerous. My
mom is always telling me ‘Wear
a helmet when you drive.’"
The scooter was destroyed
in the accident and Long
admits he misses it. "But I feel more
comfortable without it. Now that I
have a car, I feel like I have more
protection. I used to think, ‘Oh, I
don’t need a helmet. I’ll just be really;
defensive.’ And I really was
precautious. But there was nothing I
could do when that car pulled out in
front of me."
Scooters may not be the ultimate in
safe transportation, especially for
those who loathe a helmet’s effects on
their elaborate coiffures. But with the
approach of warmer weather, and
scooters’ reputation for fashionable
fun, their style-conscious owners will
surely be a force to be reckoned with
on the roads this spring.

can write off the possibility of an ac
cident. Don Long, senior, disputes the
theory that the scooter Is "as safe as
the person driving It." Long’s Honda
Elite 80 met an untimely end when he
and a woman in a car drove up to ad-;
jacent stop signs.
"I saw her stop, so I figured she
knew I was there. I w^s just getting
ready to go and she pulled right out*
he said. "She looked and saw me and
slammed on her brakes. There was
nothing I could do. I couldn’t avoid
ner or anything. I put the brakes on
and just slid into the side of her
(car)."
Long escaped with
pulled ligaments and a
bruised body. "I was
really lucky I didn’t fly
■
up in the air and crunch
into the road," he said. "I%
wasn’t wearing a helmet ^
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Stephanie Greene

Story By Margaret Phelps
Photos By Pete Kendall
URFING IS A DEMANDING
sport. The stereotypical surf
ers most of us have seen on
TV or in pictures have a sort
of lean, wild look to them. They also
invariably are pictured in sunny,
sandy settings.
The Northwest breeds a different
kind of surfer, one braving elements
harsher than many care to face, even
in sunnier climes. Each time the
Northwest surfer goes out, she is
reminded of the ocean’s power, and
its refusal to surrender to man’s will.
Stephanie Greene, a 22-year-old

6
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Western student, has been learning
how to surf for the past year. She and
her surfing companions sometimes
drive hundreds of miles just to find
out if conditions permit them to ride
some waves.
Greene considers the relatively
tiny number of surfers who practice
the sport in the Northwest an ad
vantage.
"It’s not popular in the Northwest,
but that’s what makes it great be
cause it’s not crowded. You can find
more spots that are untouched be
cause a lot of people aren’t willing to

get out into the freezing water and
freezing weather," Greene said.
Greene started surfing a year ago
after she tired of watching her
boyfriend and his friends from the
shore.
"I watched them surf a lot. I love
the ocean. It’s one of the most beauti
ful settings and it’s fun to play in the
water," she said smiling.
The sport of surfing, however, re
quires more than playful curiosity and
interest. Surfers must be physically fit
and learn to respect the untameable
force of the ocean.

"Surfing is a highly, highly mental
sport. Not only does it take motiva
tional factors like determination, com
mitment and endurance to get out,
you have to learn to read the waves.
It’s really difficult. There’s a lot to
think about."
Greene learned by watching her
friends surf. Then she bought a used
surfboard and wetsuit from a surf
shop on the Oregon coast and hit the

Steep, fast waves generally are
easier to get up on because of their
strength, but require timing to catch
properly, Greene said. Slower, rolling
waves take more hard paddling to
catch up to them and to gain enough
speed for the surfer to get up.
She mentioned, however, condi
tions other than a wave’s speed and
size contribute to its overall character,
and all must be taken into account for
a good ride.
Beginners usually start by staying
close to the shore and riding the
white water, waves which already
have peaked. Here the beginner gets
a feel for the board, and for being
propelled by the moving water.
After learning to jump onto the
board and riding enough white water,
some are ready to try paddling
through the water to the outside.
"That’s real thrilling because all of
a sudden you’re not getting constant
ly hit by ail this white water," she said.

Greene catches a wave...
beach with her male companions.
The only equipment necessary to
begin surfing Includes a board, which
costs around $300, and a wetsuit,
which goes for about $200. From then
on, Greene said. It’s pretty much just
paying for transportation.
Greene said women may be in
timidated by surfing partly because
they see so few other women doing it,
but it’s definitely something they can
learn to do as well as men.
"I want to see more women get
ting Into it," she said. "It’s been a struggles to gain her balance.
male-dominated sport because it
does take upper body strength. But
I’m not that big and I’m doing it."
While on shore, surfers determine
Greene is majoring in Exercise
whether the waves break uniformly or
Science and also teaches an adult fit
erratically. Then they look for a calm
ness class at Western. She stays in
spot where they can paddle to the
shape for surfing mainly by running
outside, the point beyond where the
and cycling. Surfing, she said, is
waves break.
physically demanding and can be
After making it to the outside,
even more dangerous if a person Isn’t
surfers account for the different fac
prepared.
tors contributing to the wave’s
"The bigger the wave, and
character. Then they jockey them
depending on the way it breaks, the
selves Into position before the wave
more experience and skill you have to
reaches them.
have.
"It’s calm and you’re out there relaxed
"There’s a lot of factors involved in
on the ocean watching it all break In
how to catch a wave. You have to
front of you. That’s a high.
know the type of wave. Whether it’s
"When you’re first learning, it can
steep, fast and tall or slow and rollbe very frustrating because it’s so dif
mg."

ficult," she said. "But each little suc
cess stokes you up enough to con
tinue until you reach the next level."
Greene remembers catching her
first wave at the Oregon coast last
winter. "That first drop is wild be
cause it’s just like ‘boom!’ You’re air
borne and all of a sudden you’re
zooming down the line, riding the
wave. It’s like sailing on air. That’s a
fantastic experience your first time.
It’s really surfing." Her green eyes
widened with the memory.
"The whole thing Is a learning pro
cess," she continued. "You have to
learn to work with the waves, not
against them."
Despite an 18-credlt course load,
Greene still finds time to surf on an
occasional weekend. She would not
divulge the prime surfing spots, to
prevent them becoming spoiled by
crowds.
The more popular Northwest
areas include Seaside and Cannon
Beach, on the Oregon coast, and Van
couver Island. More remote areas can
be found on the coast and straits
north of Oregon.
Though Oregon has relatively few
surfers, those who surf the north
coast are even more rare.
"The most difficult part of North
west surfing is that it’s a drive to any
one of those points," Greene said.
Finding secluded beaches and
good waves is the ultimate goal of
most surfers. Sometimes Greene and
her friends go on "surfaris" to dis

and rides it out clean.
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Charlie a free lift.

cover new, isolated spots.
"It’s special in the Northwest be
cause we don’t have thousands of
people trying to catch that same
wave. It’s much more serene," she
said.
Greene surfs year-round, but en
joys it more in the spring and sum
mer. Winter waves can terrify even
the most steadfast Northwest surfers.
"In the winter. Seaside can have
incredibly huge waves and it frightens
me. They’re so huge that a lot of
times none of us, not even my guy
friends, can make it to the outside be
cause they’re too powerful and
there’s too much stuff coming and
you get worn out before you get out
there."
"Then if you get out--if you’re one
of the few or the lucky or the brave-

8
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then the waves are just unbelievably
huge! You have to know what you’re
doing or you’re going to tumble and

‘You’re airborne and all
of a sudden you’re
zooming down the line,
riding the wave. It’s
like sailing on air. ’
-- Greene
fall. It’s dangerous. Waves have a lot
of power and a lot of force. You get
real humbled."

Surfing’s natural dangers warrant
a watchful eye and common sense.
Rocks, tides and undertows can pull
surfers out to sea easily, quickly spoil
ing a fun day at the beach.
"You have to be aware of all the
possible dangers when you find a
new spot," Greene warned.
Sharks are another natural danger
sometimes posing a threat to North
west surfers, although sharks are
found in greater numbers in the warm
water off the California coast. Greene
said an occasional sighting doesn’t
worry her.
"The most we saw was a little
baby shark that washed out and it
was about three feet long and It was
dead. We were all really happy it was
dead," she said.

"We look tremendously like seals
in those little black wetsuits, you
know, bobbing up and down," she
laughed.
Although surfers look out for one
another and offer moral support, each
person is on his or her own once out
on the water.
Last winter, while surfing near
Seaside, a strong current and churn
ing waves forced Greene into a cove

‘You really have to pay
your dues in surfing
for a long time. You
eat a lot of salt water,
you get thrown in a
lot, you get tumbled,
your board hits you on
the head. ’
- Greene
of rocks where she struggled to keep
herself from being hurled against a
rock wall.
Cold rain, high winds and tur
bulent waves made it difficult for her
to get out of the water.
"The waves hit you from two dif
ferent angles at one spot called The
Triangle,’" she explained.
Several minutes passed before a
man on the beach spotted her and
helped her fight her way along the
rocks.
"I thought I was dead," she
recalled somberly.
"You really have to pay your dues
in surfing for a long time," she said.
"You eat a lot of salt water, you get
thrown in a lot, you get tumbled, your
board hits you on the head.
"The one thing Interesting about
surfing that really draws certain
people to It, Is that it’s real frighten
ing, exciting and scary," Greene said.
"It’s a real independent. Individual
thing. It’s you and the wave~you can’t
fight this wave, and you can’t over
power It.
"It’s a real harmony type sport.
You have to really respect mother na
ture and know that she’s really power
ful. That’s what makes It special. You
can never conquer

KLIPSUN
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Story By Laura Towey
Photo By N.S. Nokkentved

ON A COLD ARCTIC NIGHT IN MARCH 1979, THOUsands of pure white harp seal pups lay on the floating ice
packs in the Gulf of Saint Lawrence, near Newfoundland.
The afternoon before, hunters had clubbed hundreds of the
helpless animals to death. Others not quite dead were skinned
alive as hunters harvested their annual number of valuable
pelts. The snow was stained blood-red; ice was littered with
skinned carcasses.
Ironically, the harp seal pup’s one defense, its whitecamouflage coat, is the reason for its bloody death. Every
year the pups are clubbed to death for their snowy pelts, to
satisfy the demand of the fur industry.
On this night In 1979, a group of eight men approached
the surviving pups, butthey weren’t wielding clubs. Instead,
they began running from seal to seal, first spraying the crying
animals with a blood-red dye, then bending down to rub the
color in, staining the coats.
These men, members of the Vancouver-based Sea
Shepherds Society, were led by founder Paul Watson. They
were staining the coats to make the pelts worthless to hunters
who would be out on the ice the next morning. They moved
quickly, for when dawn came, officers of the Royal Canadian
Mounted Police (RCMP) would come to arrest them for inter
fering with hunters’ activities.
When the sun rose, the RCMP, brought in by helicopters,
rounded up the members - roughly. Watson was hauled hand
cuffed onto the deck of a Canadian Coast Guard ship and
with kicks to his body, the RCMP were able to extract from
him a promise never to return to the hunts. Lying exposed on
the deck for two-and-a-half hours, Watson’s wet clothing
froze in the cold air. Later, he and the crew were served seal
meat, compliments of the RCMP.
All eight men were charged with resisting arrest, assaulting

10 APRIL 1987

police officers, obstructing justice and breaking the Seal Pro
tection Act.
Watson soon broke his promise to the RCMP, however.
The Shepherds returned in 1981 and 1983 to protest the hunts.
By 1983, the Canadian-Norwegian seal hunt was shut down
for good. That year, the Sea Shepherds blockaded the Gulf
and worked with other animal protection groups to organize a
European boycott of Canadian seal pelts.
Watson, a former member of the environmental group
Greenpeace, founded the
8,000-member Sea
Shepherd Society in
1977. The society makes
aggressive nonviolence
the staple Ingredient in
Its global campaigns for
animal rights, especially
for the protection of
whales. The Shepherds’
object has been to pro
c(AoncC.
tect these rights by
creating financial
hardship for the human
beings they believe are
exploiting the environ
ment.
"See, fishermen (and
others) are only worried
about dollars and cents. So therefore once you defeat them
economically, they remain defeated," Watson says, sitting in
the living room of his condominium overlooking a Vancouver,
B.C., harbor. "They’re not going to take a moral stand on the
issue - they can’t afford to do it. And they’re much too prac-

KLIPSUN
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tical a bunch of people. That’s why they’re involved in this
exploitation of marine resources - because they’re very practical.Since 1977, Watson and his group have used their ship, the
Sea Shepherd, to ram whaling vessels and have sunk other
whaling boats with explosives. They also have placed them
selves in the paths of bullets during gray seal rifle-hunts in
Ireland and in 1982 negotiated a halt to the Iki Island dolphin
slaughter by promising to stop harassing the Japanese
fishermen. To the outsider, their methods may appear violent,
but Watson and his crew call their tactics "aggressive non
violence," inspired by the protest methods of Mahatma
Gandhi.
"I’ve got all Gandhi’s works up there, you know," Watson
says, pointing to a book-crammed shelf. "I’ve used a lot of his
philosophies in what we’re doing...Gandhi said there are two
different forms of nonviolence. He calls that the philosophy
of ‘Ahimsa,’ and says It Is both positive and negative and
both of those are acceptable. Positive nonviolence means you
don’t do anything, really, it’s almost passivism."
Watson, 35, shifts in his chair. He speaks with quiet con
viction. Thick black hair, speckled with gray, accents his
tanned, somewhat chunky face. Dark, deep-set eyes give him
a perpetual brooding look.
"Negative nonviolence is still acceptable (in Ahimsa.) For
instance, if you go and damage property In order to save a
life, as long as that is motivated out of good Intent, It Is
justified. For instance, when we went to Iceland and sank
whaling ships and destroyed a whaling factory, it was because
we wanted to save lives and that was a way of saving lives. It
was motivated by good intent, not because of any animosity
towards the Icelandic people."
The Shepherds especially are opposed to commercial
whalers, who are globally destroying the blue, humpback and
sperm whale populations globally, as well as having complete
ly exterminated the Korean gray whale.
In 1985, to preserve remaining whale stocks, the Interna
tional Whaling Committee decreed commercial whaling would
be Illegal in 1986. Iceland, Japan, Korea, the Philippines and
the Soviet Union disregarded the moratorium and whalers
sailing under the flags of those nations continue to hunt the
creatures. The Sea Shepherds are attempting to enforce the
moratorium, calling these whalers criminals.
Last November, in Iceland’s Reykjavik Harbor, two Sea
Shepherd members sank two of the nation’s four whaling
ships, the 434-ton Hvalur 6 and the 427-ton Hvalur 7. Using
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sledgehammers, the members also destroyed Iceland’s only
whale-oil processing plant, causing an estimated $1.8 million
damage.
"The ships were minor. They were the most dramatic
visually," Watson says. "It was the processing plant that caused
the problem (for the Icelanders.) It’s gonna take a year to
rebuild that.
"And not only that, the whaling Industry makes a profit of
$3 million dollars a year, but the destruction of the boats was
$2.8 million and the destruction of the plant was $1.8 million.
But even worse than that - what was In the plant was 2,000
tons of whale meat and the (Sea Shepherd members) opened
up the freezer doors and exposed it for three days before it
was discovered.
"Iceland refroze It and went ahead with the sale. We got In
touch with the Japanese embassy and informed them the meat
had been refrozen, which cancelled the sale, which meant an
other loss of four million dollars. So that’s a total loss of nine
million dollars, which works out to about three year’s profit
for a dying industry."
Further, because sabotage is considered an act of war, the
whalers would not
receive any insurance for
the downed boats, be
cause insurance coverage
does not Include damages
from acts of war.
According to an As
sociated Press release,
Iceland has issued arrest
warrants for Rod
cm^jciejftcc
Coronado of Long
at M.
Beach, California and
David Howitz of Great
Britain, the two members
- TOat^ allegedly
responsible for
the sabotage. If arrested,
they could be prosecuted
under Iceland’s tough new anti-terrorist legislation.
But Watson sees the sabotage of the Icelandic whaling in
dustry as a success. "There were a number of things achieved
by that. The actual physical destruction of the ships was the
lesser achievement...Everybody had been led to believe that
because there was a moratorium on whaling that the whales
were saved...But the problem was that it was continuing and
therefore the most important thing was to somehow create a
dramatic Incident so as to let the world know that whaling
was continuing, and that was the most positive thing - it was
embarrassing to Iceland."
Watson leans forward in the pale twilight of the unlit
living room. Behind him, a pitted whalebone vertabra serves
as a very oversize paperweight on a filing cabinet. A large oil
portrait of the Sea Shepherd adorns a wall, as well as photog
raphs and paintings telling stories of Sea Shepherd campaigns
and of Watson’s past - the two are Interconnected.
Watson, formerly a merchant seaman, comes from the Ca
nadian fishing village of Passamaquoddy Bay, New Bruns
wick. He has been Involved in animal protection since the age
of eight, when he was a member of the Kindness Club, an
animal rights organization for children.
By the time he was 11, Watson already was exhibiting his
activist tendencies. He would sabotage hunters’ traps in the
woods and harass duck hunters by distracting their dogs with
whistles and flying hawk kites to scare awav the birds.

At age 19, in 1970, Watson joined forces with three
Quakers and started the "Don’t Make a Wave Committee" in
Vancouver, B.C.. This group later called itself Greenpeace,
and from 1972 to 1977, Watson helped lead expeditions
protesting Soviet whaling and seal hunting. Watson often
piloted small rubber Zodiac rafts filled with Greenpeace
protestors In between the whalers’ harpoons and the herds
they were pursuing.
A break between Watson and the Greenpeace society came
when Watson’s tactics began to digress from Greenpeace’s
conception of "nonviolence." During one seal hunt protest,
Watson grabbed a club from the hands of a seal hunter and
tossed it into the water. In 1977, calling him a "one-man
vigilante squad," Greenpeace members voted Watson out of
the organization.
"It was a case of personal disagreement," said Bev Pinnegar, media and research spokesperson for Greenpeace In
Vancouver, B.C. "Paul wasn’t willing to go along with the
plans of the others. His way was the best."
After his ties with Greenpeace had been severed, Watson
began work on another conservation society in June 1977.
First known as Earthforce, it later became known as the Sea
Shepherd Society.
"We meant to be activists In the strongest sense of the
word," Watson wrote in his biography. Sea Shepherd. "We
sought to bring about international commitments to preserve
the habitats of wild animals and to foster deeper public un
derstanding of the delicate inter-relationship that binds all
life together...a society of direct actionists."
Watson calls Greenpeace and other large environmental or
ganizations "self-perpetuating bureaucracies.
"I don’t have much use for them, because I don’t think
they accomplish a helluva lot. I know for a fact that Green
peace accomplished more between 1970 and 1978 than it has
from 1978 to 1987 because it’s just too top-heavy with
bureaucrats. The people who originally were part of Green
peace - most of them are involved with smaller organizations
now.
"There are two different types of groups - there are the
groups that are more stifled by bureaucracy and then there
are groups like Earth First that are becoming much more ag
gressive. I think that’s a positive development as long as that
aggression can continue to be nonviolent - nonviolent in the
sense that It doesn’t cause harm to any living things."
He explained the difference In the philosophies of his or
ganization and those of Greenpeace.
"If you take a rifle out of a hunter’s hand, to us (Sea
Shepherds) this is an act of nonviolence. To Greenpeace, this
is a destruction of property and therefore unjustifiable."
Greenpeace, which was founded on Quaker principles, ad
vocates the use of peaceful protesting - "complete non
violence," Pinnegar said.
What Watson Is doing, she said, is "Inviting the use of
violence. That’s not what we (Greenpeace) want...Paul’s es
calating the problem to something it isn’t.
"What happens the next time he goes out on his ship? He
could be fired upon. I wouldn’t like to see it happen."
Watson doesn’t believe his actions are escalating tensions
between environmental groups and "exploiters."
"Well, there’s already been bullets fired, and everything
like that, but you’ve got to take the moral high ground your
self. You know, you’re violent in that sense yourself, (but)
you’re morally at a higher level."

He also says environmental activists should expect to face
danger, considering their opposition.
"Well, they should be having trouble right now. I mean,
we’re taking on Incredible opposition here - they shouldn’t
even get involved In the business If they don’t expect
trouble...! mean, we’re dealing with people who have ab
solutely no conscience at all. They’ll...take down all the trees,
destroy the rain forests and take everything out of the ocean
and pollute the air. I mean, these people are not nice people,
so if you’re going to put yourself in opposition to them,
you’re going to have to expect trouble. Anybody who thinks
they’re not going to get trouble is pretty naive."
Watson and the Sea Shepherds have had their share of
trouble.
"We’ve had a couple of sabotage attempts. On three occa
sions we caught them. We’re much more security conscious
now," Watson says, nodding.
He and other Sea Shepherd members have spent time in
jail for their activities.
"I was arrested in ‘83 along with the crew - there were 20
of us arrested all together - and we were charged with con
spiracy - breaking the Seal Protection Act by approaching
within a half-mile of a seal hunt without permission from the
Minister of Fisheries. Doesn’t sound like a very serious crime.
Every crew member - none of them had criminal records received a $3,000 fine...! received 15 months in prison for
conspiracy to break the Seal Protection Act and $5,000 or six
months for breaking it."
Watson spent only nine days In jail before being released
on appeal. "The great thing about the system Is if you can af
ford the lawyers you don’t go to prison - the equality of the
law - It cost us $100,000 to stay out of prison. I was doing
time In a French-Canadlan prison, where, as an English Ca
nadian...(I) was not allowed access to reading material in
English - there was no English material allowed in this
prison. They don’t even do this in the Soviet Union, for
damn’s sake."
The only laws Watson claims deserve respect are those of
nature.
"The law is a joke," he says, leaning forward in his chair.
"Forget the morality. The law is designed to protect vested in
terests.
"The only laws that anyone should have any respect for are
the natural laws. And the problem Is, human law has been es
tablished to justify the violation of ail natural laws, so it’s a
war between natural laws and human laws and I have no
respect for human law."
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NSIDE BELLINGHAM’S CHURCH OF
Divine Man, nobody was reading the
bible. No crosses hung from the walls.

I

The chapel was empty of people. In
stead, the religious assemblage resided
in the basement of the church where
they perform psychic readings and healings.
I had come for a psychic reading. To earn
this privilege, I had to become a member of
the church and sign a form acknowledging my
mental stability. Although I was encouraged
to make a monetary donation, I did not.
A female minister led me away from the
empty chapel, into a small, humid room
where two men were waiting.
The men who were going to practice their
psychic skills on me were training to be
come ordained ministers of the church. The
bearded men sat on metal folding chairs.
They greeted me as I sat facing them on a
chair with a flower-printed pad.
Mark, a man with light-brown hair, asked
me to separate my legs and arms so he could
read my aura more easily. Otherwise, he
said, my aura would spin and he would be
unable to read me. Mark wore a vanillacolored sweater, blue jeans and dirty
tennis shoes. When he smiled, a gold tooth
deep inside his mouth flashed.
Jim, an older man with graying hair and
glasses, nodded approval when I followed

Mark’s instructions. He sat stiffly in his
chair, his large belly hanging over his
faded Levi’s like Jell-0 sliding out of a
bowl. His blue-jean shirt, with colorfully
embroidered shoulders, was tucked tightly
into his worn jeans. His feet, tucked into
a pair of Brooks running shoes, were
planted firmly on an orangorug.
The men explained they were about to be
gin my psychic reading, then closed their
eyes and slowly lifted their hands into the
air. Waving his arms in short circles, Mark
recited a prayer.
"May it be with the blessings of the
Supreme Being that anything that happens
during this meeting will benefit each of us
in our own spiritual growth, and awareness
and understanding."
After the prayer, the only sound in the
room came from Jim’s breath passing through
his nearly closed lips. With his eyes
closed, Jim slowly turned his head from
left to right. Suddenly his eyes opened un
der his glasses and he began the "rose
reading."
"Each part of the rose tells a little
story," he said. "How open it is, which
direction it’s pointed, how many leaves
it’s got. The rings on it are gonna bSoassociated with past lives. First I’m gonna
sorta describe it. Let me have a minute and

take a look at it, and then we’ll come back and tell you what
each part means."
Eyes shut, head slowly moving, arms in the air, Jim de
scribed a rose while Mark drew the flower on a piece of paper
with blue and yellow crayons.
"The stem Is sort of a timeline, Dave, which has to do with
how long you’ve been coming to the planet, and it looks like
you’ve been coming to the planet for a long time, which shows
that you’re one of the originators," Jim said in a monotone.
He proceeded to tell me about three of my previous lives.
"You were in the Sherlock Holmes time period. What is that,
the 1780 s?" he asked Mark.
Mark laughed. "I think Sherlock Holmes was supposed to
have lived in 1895," he said.
Jim mumbled a few incoherent sentences and continued by
telling me about my former life as a French musician.
"You were a very dignified aristocrat, a musician. It looks
like sort-uv-a bass instrument," he said with a yawn. "It looks
like you’re drawing on a love of creativity."
During medieval times I was a Spanish crusader, Jim ex
plained.
"Your next life Is medieval. Old fashioned armor, very short.
It looks like you were just Involved with going on a religious
crusade. The reason for your wearing the armor...has to do with
a religious battle." He paused for a moment. "And I’ll call that a
rose reading."

‘Sometimes, as a spirit, you’re out
there fioating around. Your body is
not really aware of what’s happening. ’

Both men yawned, but assured me it was not related to
boredom. They said it is a good way to release their energy.
Leaning back in his chair, Mark looked at me closely. Rub
bing his forehead with two fingers, he looked at the ground,
lifted his arms and closed his eyes. He was preparing to per
form the final part of the reading--my aura reading.
"I’m going to look at the layers of your aura," he explained.
"What I’m going to do is talk about things I see in specific
layers. Basically, things that you’re putting out of your aura to
look at: that you want some feedback on. And I’m gonna assign
colors to the different layers, and the colors are a way of
separating the layers. It’s a symbol we can use to represent the
energy."
While Mark read my aura, Jim drew the colors Mark as
signed each layer with crayons onto a human body outlined on
a piece of paper. Jim reached for a pen, scratched his ear with
It, picked up the crayons and began drawing.
Mark told me my aura showed frustration toward my
parents because they were forcing me to go to college. "There is
a little bit of a slight anger on your part because you feel like
you’re there more for them than for yourself," he said while his
partner meditated.

Mark said a foreign force was dominating my actions. He
explained that a cord attached to the back of my body
represented a female trying to control me. A person who, no
matter what I said, would not let me go.
'Tm seeing a cord In your back, which Is an energy connec
tion between someone else and you. Someone is trying to con
trol the way you feel about yourself through this energy. And
they’re putting It In the back rather than the front because they
would rather you were not aware. If you want we could
remove that?" he offered.
I asked him to remove the cord.
After removing the Intruding energy connection, he de
scribed it physically. His account closely resembled a girl I had
dated for three years.
Mark told me the female recently had given up on any
reconciliation. In fact, my ex-girlfriend recently married.
When I told them about the similarities between Mark’s vi
sion and my actual experiences with my ex-girlfriend, they
nodded their heads and smiled while raising their eyebrows.
The psychic reading took one hour. Then the men told me
to take a 30-minute break before discussing the meaning of my
reading. As I walked to the door, the men stayed in the chairs.
They were going to meet me in the recreation room, they said,
after they had cleaned up the energy In the reading room.
In the recreation room I found about ten men and women
talking and drinking coffee. Everyone was smiling. When I
walked in, I felt as If I was entering a party to which no one
had invited me. No one acknowledged my presence.
Sitting In a chair in the bright room, a gaunt, pale-faced
woman with sunken facial features asked a man in his mid
fifties to heal her. She was not sick--she only wanted help
changing her "personal energy," she said.
The man she was speaking to had a gold chain with a crystal
the size of a large Brazil nut hanging from his neck. The
woman remained in her chair; he dropped to his knees. He be
gan waving his arms slowly around her body without touching
her. Occasionally, he flicked the air around her.
While the man healed her, he talked about Tony’s Coffee
and Tea shop in Fairhaven. She responded with a big smile.
Without a break in the conversation, the healing continued.
Rather than an Intense mental-healing allowing no interrup
tions, this process continued above the noise of the cheerful
crowd. Nobody stopped talking. The rest of the group Ignored
the healing.
At 9 p.m., I returned to the room where Mark and Jim were
waiting for me In their chairs. They placed their hands on the
floor to "ground" it so our personal energies could flow safely
in the room, they said.
We discussed the readings and I left. Again, Mark and Jim
stayed In the room to clean up the energy.
As I left the church, I noticed a variety of pictures depict
ing roses hanging from the walls. Climbing the stairs, I looked
up at a stained-glass window. After I walked outside, I peered
back into the colorful window and I thought about what Jim
and Mark had said. Do I really have a spirit?
As (walked to my car, some of Mark’s words came back to
me.
"It looks like you have an awful lot of experience leaving
your body," he continued. "It looks like sometimes this Isn’t
quite brought in...so you can see it. You’re not always aware
that you’re doing it. Sometimes, as spirit, you're out there
floating around. Your body is not really aware of what’s hap
pening."

"It looks like you were just involved with going
on a religous crusade," Jim said.
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ROB ANGEL HAS A PICTIONARY
game, but he doesn’t play it very
often. He says people mistakenly ex
pect him to be an excellent player just
because he invented it.
"They think if I’m on their team
it’s going to be an advantage, but be
lieve me, it’s not. I did the work but
I’m terrible at sketching.
"People who know me won’t have
me on their team," he says. "I don’t
think I’ve ever won."
The Western graduate is not the
only one who can claim the distinction
of never winning a Pictionary game.
His dismal record at the game, which
combines aspects of charades with
sketching ability, is worthy of note
because Angel himself created and
marketed Pictionary.
Pictionary recently swept the coun
try with a mania not seen since Trivi
al Pursuit.
People work in teams, advancing
from start to finish on the board by
sketching clues for their partners, who
must guess a designated word or
phrase within a time limit.
The words come from a box of
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cards, each with five categories, and
the sketcher Is not allowed to use any
universally known symbols such as
letters or numbers.
The winning team Is the first to
reach the final square and have the
guesser correctly identify the sketch.
This Is made more difficult because
the last square’s category is "all-play,"
when all teams compete for the ans
wer and the first to get it picks the
next card.
Angel says he entertained friends
with a rudimentary version of the
game long before he and his partner
Terry Langston marketed it.
"Pictionary was something I used to
do at parties. I’d get a dictionary,
point to a word, and say, ‘You do
that, and you do that,’ and have
people sketch It and goof around with
it, basically.
"People would go crazy and I’d
wind up taking over parties. It was
just too much fun," he recalls.
Angel began developing Pictionary
into a marketable product after grad
uating from Western in 1981 with a
degree in business administration.

Today, Angel has left the "psycho
ward," as he calls the wing of Kappa
Hall he lived in, far behind. He oper
ates from a new office on the shores
of Seattle’s Lake Union. Cardboard
boxes are stacked around the room
and the inevitable Pictionary g^me sits
in the middle of a conference table. A
Diet Coke within easy reach of
Angel’s hand looks a little out of place
at 9 a.m., but it seems to agree with
him.
Angel’s desire for "just something"
to make himself successful started
long before he opened the dictionary
and created a game.
"I’m the proverbial dreamer. I
could never work a nine-to-five job.
Never have except in high school. I’ve
always had many ideas. This is the
first one I followed through on and
did anything with.
"This one happened to be the right
idea, fortunately. I didn’t set out the
day I graduated to start a business but
In the back of my mind I knew I
would."
Pictionary first hit the stores in
June, 1985. It was fairly successful to

begin with, but Angel says June is not
a great time to bring out a boardgame.
Still, the first order of 1,000 sold out
quickly enough to warrant production
of another 10,000 games that fall.
“It was tough getting it on the
shelves," Angel says. "There’s not a lot
of shelf space out there. I’d go around
Seattle with it under my arm, would
go in a store and say, ‘Hi, I’m Rob
Angel. I’ve got a board game. What do
you think?’
"It’s a lot easier being local, be
cause you can hit about 15 stores a
day, get two to three accounts and
feel pretty good about it.
" In the beginning it was ‘We sold
another game today! Oh my Godl’
We’d dance around the room. One
game Is all It took to get us excited.
One game, one news article.
"That was a lot of fun," he says.
"Now It’s kind of rolling along on its
own."
In the early days, Angel’s apart
ment served as his office, so naturally
he took his work home with him.
"It sounds cliche, but in the begin
ning It was ‘Let’s make some money-see what we can do with this.’ But as
things progressed, there was a time
when I would go to bed early so I
could wake up that much faster and
get back to work. I was the happiest
guy in the world."
THE DRAWINGS ON THIS PAGE
ARE FROM A PICTIONARY GAME.
CAN YOU GUESS WHAT WORDS
THEY REPRESENT?

"So yes. I’m looking for something
else. I have a couple Ideas for new
boardgames," he says.
So far, Angel’s celebrity status
hasn’t produced any dramatic changes
in his private life. He says, "My
friends will introduce me to someone

they know and they’ll think it’s pretty
neat. I don’t go around wearing a Pic
tionary hat or sweatshirt too often.
"People don’t really know who I
am, so I don’t get a lot of the gold
diggers, the women coming after me.
A lot of people know that the guy
that did Pictionary Is from Seattle but
they have no idea where."
It is obvious Angel is beginning to
reap financial benefits from Plctionary*s tremendous popularity, but he
keeps silent about sales and profits.
He says he knows the exact number
sold but doesn’t release It.
"If people know how many games
we sell then people make their own
conclusions on how much money
we’ve made. It also lets the competi
tion know how well you’re doing.

"I’ve read every word in the dic
tionary," he says. "I’ve also got a
thesaurus and an almanac and any
thing else I could find.
"I came up with 9,000 words (for
the first set of cards) of which only
5,000 were usable. Four thousand
were what I would call uncomplicated,
you know, like astrodynamic physics,
things that I thought would be usable
that just were not."
For the second edition of cards,
Angel needs "500 more. I’m going
through the almanac, I have a business
dictionary, and I just bought four new
books.
"Cliches," he adds. "You’ll see more
cliches like ‘I love you.’"
Before Pictionary reached its cur
rent level of success, Angel says, it
required much more time than it does
now.
"It used to be a 24-hour-a-day
job." Now, "Some days I’ll work only
five hours, another day it might be
15. If I think of a word at home, sure.
I’ll write it down. But now I come
into the office and think ‘word da/
and I’ll get to work."
With more spare time available,
Angel has begun to pursue other ac

Now that Angel has reached a level
of success most of us never will, some
people wonder why he keeps working.
"It’s the challenge," he said, "and
because of that, now that we have
Pictionary on its feet, it’s starting to
walk and soon it will be running. Now
it’s time to start looking for a new
challenge.

"If Milton-Bradley Is thinking of
coming out with their own game,
which they very well may be, because
they flew us out there six to eight
months ago wanting to license us and
we turned them down--we turned
down Milton-Bradley!~it lets them
know how we’re doing," Angel ex
plains.
If a company learns how many
games Pictionary has sold, they’ll ei
ther decide the market has room for
competition, he says, or they’ll figure
Pictionary has cornered the market
and their advertising dollars would be
better spent elsewhere.
"So we would rather let them worry
and wonder about it, unless we lie and
say we’ve done five million games."
As Pictionary continues selling out
In the stores, Angel is working on a
new set of cards for possible release
In the fall.

tivities. Cooking lessons are one thing
he recently began.
"I can’t cook. Before I used to
work in restaurants and then I had a
girlfriend; now I have neither."
Angel also plans to take scuba les
sons starting this spring.
"I’m going to be a student again.
Not a college student, but I want to
be a professional learner. I want to
enjoy myself.
"I’ve never had more fun, whether
it’s learning or working 16 hours a
day," he says. "I think Pictionary is
going to be successful enough that I
don’t have to work 16 hours a day
unless I want to."

BBidHsnug

SddnOQNVH

S31II/\IU31

THE ANSWERS ARE AT THE
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The Inside Track
Trainers Exercise Their Talent
Story By JoAnne Foster
Photos By Dan Tyler
AS THE THOROUGHBREDS BROKE FROM THE
Starting gate for the Olympia Handicap, on November 2,
1986, the crowded grandstands at Longacres reverberated with
the screams of thousands of horseracing fans.
Lenore Brant recalls the race, when a three-year-old filly
named Firesweeper attempted to break the Longacres’ record
of wins in stakes races.
"She was really like the great big deal last year. It was
Firesweeper this and Firesweeper that," Lenore says.
Lenore and her husband. Bill, work as a training team at
the Renton oval.
Although Firesweeper was the bettors’ favorite to win the
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handicap, another filly proved to be worth some consideration
-Popcorn Patty, trained by the Brants.
The day of the race, when Lenore took Popcorn Patty to
the receiving barn just before the race, she recalls, "It was
just me and little Patty and everybody was talking to this girl
who had Firesweeper. The girl was so confident.
"Then as the race was going, Patty went around Fires
weeper through the turn and just drew out," Lenore says, her
eyes widening as she remembers the rush of watching the
race.
"Patty beat her. No, she didn’t beat her, she blew her
away. It was really a thrill. That was probably the best race

Renton eight years ago when both were working in the card
I’ve seen. We have films of the race and we’ve watched them
room and married shortly after.
over and over and over," she says, tilting her head back and
"When we met, I didn’t know if he knew one end of a
laughing.
horse from another," Lenore quips. "He mentioned one night
For racing fans, watching that race was exciting, but for
that he worked at the racetrack."
the owners, trainers and exercise riders, Patty’s win was the
Bill began in 1959 as a "hot walker" at Longacres. After
product of long hours and a rigorous daily routine.
exercising, a "hot" horse must be walked in order to cool
The success rate of those who train thoroughbreds Is cal
down. After mechanical hot walkers eliminated Bill’s job, he
culated by the number of wins they produce. Since there is no
set formula for training a successful
race horse, the only things that guar
antee success are hard work and
determination, although a little luck
never hurts.
At 6 a.m. every day from February
to October, the Brants pull into the
unpaved parking lot on the backside
of Longacres’ track. On this early
February morning, they enter through
the east gate, exchange hellos with
other early arrivals and hurry for barn
#19.
Six anxious thoroughbreds whinny
greetings to the couple as they begin
their morning routine.
"Good morning, Patty," Lenore says
to the star of the barn as she ducks
under the webbing of Popcorn Patty’s
stall.
"Did you want to take her first?"
she asks her husband.
"Yeah, I’ll take her first and then
Sneaky," Bill replies, heading for the
tack room where the equipment is
stored.
While Bill trains the horses out on
the track, Lenore grooms, cleans,
feeds and bathes horses returning
from the track and readies the next to
go"What this game takes is a lot of
work - heavy work," she says, lifting
a tub of water.
"It’s hardy work. It’s really a man’s
job, but the man in this barn hates to
work. He’s lazy. But he’s an excellent
trainer," Lenore adds.
Bill’s morning is spent with stop
watch in hand, walking from the barn
to the track and back, checking the
progress of this season’s hopefuls. At
11 a.m. he will leave Longacres for
Sneaky Bill appears interested in the proceedings.
Reber Ranch, located on the east hill
began to gallop horses. In 1971, after returning from the
in Kent, where the Brants keep five
Navy, Bill became an assistant trainer. After several years of
horses that weren’t granted stalls at the track.
working with other trainers. Bill began to train on his own.
Winning horses from the previous year are granted stalls,
"I was a racing fan even then, but for years I went to the
but horses that have never won a race must be boarded else
horse races and I didn’t even know where they came from,"
where. Once the Brant’s horses at Reber Ranch are in racing
Lenore says. "All I knew was that they ran and they were led
condition, they can be moved to Longacres to race.
off somewhere. I never knew to where. It had never occurred
The Brants have worked together through five Longacres
to me. Now I know."
racing campaigns. They met at Diamond Lll’s Restaurant in
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Lenore Brant takes Popcorn Patty off of the hotwalker.
The key to running a successful barn, she explains, is con
sistency.
"These guys are really animals of routine. They love
routine and schedule," Lenore says as she collects empty feed
tubs from the stalls.
"Yeah, they really get Into habits," Bill adds, adjusting
Patty’s halter. "Like when we walk into the barn they are
anticipating what’s gonna happen. It’s like a clock in their
head.
"If someone else was to come in the barn they wouldn’t do
nothing, but when I or Lenore come in, they know they are
gonna get fed and they start talking to us. That’s why I think
It’s really important to feed them at the same time every day
and train them at the same time every day, so It turns into a
pattern."
"Hi, Kenny," Lenore says to a man entering the barn.
Kenny Oliver, who has exercised the Brant’s horses the last
three seasons, arrives for his first assignment of the morning.
"I want to jog her a mile today," Bill says to Kenny.
Kenny began working on the track in 1973, with hopes of
becoming a jockey. An age limit at the time would not allow
him to pursue this goal, Kenny opted to become an exercise
rider.
Lenore grabs the exercise saddle from the tack room and
begins to prepare Patty for her morning exercise.
"Bill goes to the track with every horse. He knows if
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they’re having problems with a knee or an ankle or just a
headache or a pain In the ass.
"I like to work and he doesn’t. He is working really hard
this year, but he’s sure whining about it," she says, laughing
and cinching Patty’s girth.
"This is a tough time of year. Trying to get the horses con
ditioned takes quite a while. They are just like human
athletes, they have to go out and run every day and get fit,"
she continues.
It usually takes about 60 days to prepare the horses for
racing, the first 30 being spent just galloping them. "After
that, if there are no problems, they start working," Lenore
says, watching Bill give Kenny a boost up onto Patty’s back.
"That’s after they know the ropes if they’re an older horse,
but you gotta teach a two-year-old, they don’t know nothing,"
Bill Interrupts as he reaches for his stopwatch.
"The older horses already know what runnin’ is, what the
starting gate is, and they just come In and run. Besides get
ting a two-year-old fit for the first time, you gotta teach
them howto be around other horses," Bill says, leading Patty
out of the barn to the training track.
"The only thing they’re born with is a natural competitive
ness," he explains. "Your better horses are more competitive.
Some aren’t at all. I’ve had horses that gallop in the morning
like they aren’t any faster than me, but they run real good
races. Then you have others that train real good, but when

they race they couldn’t outrun me.
"I had one last year that was the fastest horse I’ve ever
trained. She won second time out and won easy against good
horses. After that, she just decided she didn’t like the
racetrack. Yup, Cindy Sue’s Fortune. She was just short of
being mentally ill anyway," he says with a chuckle, remem
bering the disappointment.

‘They are just like human athletes,
they have to go out and run every day
to get fit. ’
-Lenore Brant
"That Cindy Sue was the worst," Kenny adds. "We put up
with all her little bitchy habits because she could run so fast
in the mornings. Then she turned out to be a slug," he says,
adjusting his feet in the stirrups.
"She was the type that would try a little bit, but her nerves
took so much away from her," Bill reflects. "It took all her
energy away from her. She would anticipate running but she
just couldn’t handle it."
Bill explains Cindy Sue would run well in the morning,
when he took her right from her stall to the track. "She would
blister the track during her morning works. The problem was,
she had a ton of ability but no heart.
"Other horses thrive on the pressure. Some won’t run at all
in the mornings, but when you get them over there in front
of the crowd, they’re monsters. It’s like playing pool. Some
people win when it’s free, but, if you play for $20, they can’t
make a shot. That was her case, more or less, with running."
Because of the routine. Bill says, veteran horses pick up on
certain cues when they are about to race.
"The thing that really lets the horses know when they’re in
is they don’t have their straw," he says, handing Kenny the
reins. "Just jog her easy," he directs.
Bill heads to the right side of the track, where the trainers

‘A horse will tell ya the way they
want to be treated. ’
-Kenny Oliver

have the best view of their charges. He looks quizzically at
Patty and Kenny as they round the far turn.
"She looks a little stiff in front," he mumbles.
After another lap on the track, Kenny and Bill meet up.
Bill asks Kenny about his suspicion. "She looked like she was
going a little off. Mow’d she feel to you?" he asks.
"Yeah, I noticed that too. It felt like the front right to me,"
Kenny says, looking down Patty’s shoulder to her knee.
Walking back to the barn. Bill says he always asks Kenny’s

opinion. He says some trainers base decisions strictly on the
viewpoint of the exercise rider, but Bill refrains from making
any decisions based only on one opinion.
"A lot of times the exercise rider can be wrong. He may
say, ‘I think he’s off on the right leg’ and I say it’s the left. I
just kind of weigh his opinion with mine and Lenore’s. She
has a different opinion, mostly about their mental attitude,
since she’s around them ail day," Bill says as he as he enters
the barn and yells to his wife.
"A horse will tell ya the way they want to be treated,"
Kenny says. "If you listen to ’em, they’ll tell ya. Bill listens to
them. Instead of just drillin’, drillin’, drillin’, he watches how
they’re acting. If they’re feeling bad, he lays off for a few
days."
Bill says a successful trainer treats ail his horses as individ
uals. "Like any sport, you have a basic plan. If the basic plan
doesn’t work, if you have a horse that’s sore, then you have
to alter It."
As Lenore fills up a bucket of warm soapy water, Bill
removes the saddle from the sweaty horse. Steam rises off
Patty’s back as Lenore quickly maneuvers around her, spong
ing her down. A voice comes over the track’s Intercom sys-

‘Some won't run at all in the morn
ings, but when you get them over
there in front of the crowd, they're
monsters.'
-Bill Brant

tern, and Patty jerks her head around to the speaker behind
her.
"They love hearing that loudspeaker echoing over here.
They get excited even before the race day starts," Bill says.
The Brant’s barn is close to the main track, and a speaker
above it makes it easy for the horses to hear what’s going on
at the track.
"While the races are going on they really get pumped up.
The first day of the meet, when they see all the races going
by and they hear the race announcer, they really get excited,"
Bill says. "I usually come down here and stay with ’em.
"Sometimes I have to tranquilize them. It’s like giving
them a Valium so they’ll mellow out," Bill says, as he ducks
into the stall of Sneaky Bill, a tall, wide-eyed six-year-old
gelding.
"How’s the Sneaker today?" Bill asks as he pets Sneaky
Bill’s nose.
With pride in his voice. Bill explains Sneaky won the first
stakes race for the Brant barn when he was just a youngster.
Lenore says, "He was a two-year-old when we got him.
The next year he won us our first stake. But he developed
some problems. We own half of him now."
Yeah, I made a deal with the owners. T hey were kinda
getting disappointed In ol’ Sneaker," Bill says.
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The deal included the Brants
paying Sneaky Bill’s expenses through
the winter and spring, until his first
race this year. Ordinarily, owners give
their horses to the Brants to train and
pay them $30 a day.
"I think I can still do some good
with him. He always runs good for a
couple races and then his problem
surfaces. We never did figure out
what was wrong with him. The
owners were spending more money on
vet bills than they were on training
bills," Bill says.
"I remember when the owners (who
also own Popcorn Patty) were gonna
sell him last year," Lenore reminisces.
"Another trainer was gonna buy him
so he came down here to check him
out. It was like he was kicking tires
on a used car. It made me sick. I
couldn’t stand the thought of the
trainer taking him, because whatever
was wrong with him wasn’t gonna get
right.
"I told Billy that I couldn’t let them
take him. I’m so attached, he’s like
my son. I just thought it would be a
senseless deal. They would take him
and try to run him and he can’t run.
He probably would have gotten sold
for dog meat somewhere," she says,
lowering her voice as if Sneaky Bill
would be offended.
The Brants explain most people
who work with the horses on a daily
basis cannot help becoming attached
to them. Lenore says a certain per
spective must be maintained as the
trainer can be fired and a horse taken
away. They also can suffer an injury,
or break a leg during a race and be
destroyed, or be claimed out of a race
by another trainer.
Any horse running In a race with a
Trainer Bill Brant, on right, confers with exercise rider Kenny Oliver.
claiming price can be purchased for
that price during the race. An interested owner will "drop a
win. We would put him on the hot walker and he wouldn’t
claim" before the race starts. As soon as the starting gate
shut up. He’d just nicker until he got In his stall. It was so
opens, the horse has a new owner.
funny."
Lenore admits her attachment has caused her some grief in
Bill says horses know when they have won a race. He says
the past.
they know even better when they haven’t. "They don’t like
getting dirt kicked in their face when they are trailin’.
got claimed from us. Oh, I remember I cried and cried. I was
"Some horses don’t give a shit if they win. Sneaky here
so upset. I hated the trainer who claimed him," Lenore says,
cares. Your good horses - they care," he says, patting Sneaky
leaning on the handle of a pitchfork.
Bill’s shoulder.
"Yeah, Bingo was a nice horse," Bill interjects. "I remember
"And after all," he continues, heading for the tack room,
when we used to bring him back to the barn after he would
"that’s why we’re all here - to get these guys fit and get ’em
"The first year I was here I really got attached to the
Into the winner’s circle."
horses. We had a horse named Der Bingo. He was one of my
"Yup," Lenore says gazing at Patty. "We don’t get there as
favorites. I used to play with him all the time and one day he
much as we’d like, but at least we do get there."
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plete, ethnocentric Information on the
RECENTLY CAUGHT MYfew cultures deemed worthwhile for
self standing in the store for at
least 20 minutes comparing
us to study while In school. We
the merits of TDK SA and
certainly don’t learn how U.S.-based
Maxell UDXLII cassette tapes.
multinational corporations end up
%
This frightened me when I realized its reaching throughout the world, or
'cimplications.
anything of their role in the continued
,0
In this age of convenience and
domination of those serving "our in
r
luxury, the amount of time I spend
terests."
memorizing useless data in order to
Anything we do learn about other
choose between horrifyingly similar
countries usually centers around their
alternatives is maddening.
contributions to the American way,
Much of my time seems to involve
such as El Salvador’s role in provid
remaining up-to-date on the latest
ing our daily dose of caffeine.
techno-wizardry. I can’t imagine life
The popular media also per
without being able to listen to a crisp,
petuate our ignorance of what Is real
flawless recording of Dire Straits on
ly happening in the world. In addition
»
compact disc, pop a flick into a video
to concentrating mostly on trite gar
cassette recorder or complete assign
bage like whether or not Sly Stallone
ments on a computer disc.
is losing his image, the bits of interna
But in the Dark Ages (pre-1975)
tional news reporting we get often are
% I none of these things were conceiv
;'i
too patchy to comprehend.
able to the average American. Now
A two-inch story about
most of us have learned how to oper
Afghanistan above a three-quarter
ate these wondrous gadgets, and
page ad for a fur sale at Frederick
«
«#;
even
to
prefer
one
brand
over
anoth
and Nelson’s is a typical example of
m
er.
our priorities.
Here in America we have this
On the tube, we get a half-hour
great abundance of THINGS, things
(minus commercials) of news every
which our whole society seems to
night, while we get 14-and-a-half
revolve around. Therefore, keeping
hours of glossy schlock about what it
them new and exciting occupies a
would be like if those evil red
great deal of our time.
bastards took over "Amerlka." And we
I believe this perpetual consump
phase out Captain Kangaroo so our
tion binge endangers our society In
children can watch animated robots
two ways. First, the preoccupation of
destroy each other. Inducing the kids
the American mind with the banal but
to pester us to buy them the "action
wm
abundant offspring of capitalism
toys" that go with the shows.
creates in many of us a false sense of
In the White House we have a
being Informed. Also, capitalism his
man who, though I don’t know what
torically seems to require a high per
TV shows he watches. Is continually
centage of "have-nots" as those with
0
pestering Congress to buy him more
power take what they can get. Un
action toys for his personal collection.
fortunately, enough disgruntled haveRonnie clearly exemplifies our at
nots Inevitably demand change.
titude toward difficult situations. If we
When people accept "knowledge"
divorce ourselves from reality, these
about things particular to our society
little inconveniences will disappear.
as ultimate truth, they cheat them
"Irangate" has proven a thorn in
selves of the chance to learn from
the administration’s side precisely be
other cultures.
cause the media suddenly have seen
This Isolation is cultivated through
too clearly Reagan’s dangerous lack
stereotypical treatment of other ways
of intellectual capability.
of life in our media, schools and gov
Reagan has succeeded in alienat
ernment.
ing most of the Western world with
We usually are offered incomhis gunboat diplomacy, which he in-

sists is making the world a safer
place. Maybe so, but personally I find
myself feeling less safe each time we
send the 6th Fleet somewhere to reaf
firm our military superiority.
Maybe we want someone like
Reagan to lead us down the garden
path. His presidency certainly has
provided us with enough diversions
to Ignore the affects of his policies on
the rest of the country and the world.
Occupied by IRAs, MTV, the NFL,
VCRs, CDs and fuel injected RXZ2000
1.5liter super-turbos, who has time to
learn or care about what’s going on in
the rest of the world.
Our heritage halls the value of
open competition, and it’s just too
bad for those who fail to make it. We
can trace this attitude back to Amer
ica’s first white settlers.
People were here already, but at
first they would not adapt to our sys
tem, for their beliefs were different
than our own. When they realized
they had to, they could not adapt.
And as we’ve done with every cul
ture we use and discard, we created
our own distorted version of our rela
tionship with the native Americans. It
certainly wasn’t our fault they didn’t
adjust to the proper way of life.
Back when we were colonies and
began tiring of Britain’s policy of
"taxation without representation,"
Thomas Paine noted that the
legitimacy of laws depends on the
consent of those they govern.
We make the laws now, and the i
majority of those we govern aren’t
consenting. We don’t know this be
cause we don’t ask them and we
refuse to look outside Happytown,
U.S.A.
We also claim authority over na
ture. But as she reminds us every so
often, this authority too relies on consent, and is best exercised with
prudence and consideration of na
ture’s awesome capability for
destruction.
How many rivers must be
destroyed and species exterminated
before we realize that to destroy the
earth is to destroy ourselves?
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